TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
during which our passion to hear Beethoven, far from subsiding, has
risen in great floods. "Echt Deutsch" can be best translated as
"German all over", a translation not without humour when one
listens to the code signal of the daily broadcast to the occupied
countries. Shucks to Fraulein Mosebach! "Cheap at two shillings"
. . . comment is unnecessary. And as for the Queen's Hall being
the "dreariest music-room in London", well, it may have been,
but some of us since the Blitz of 1940-1941 avoid passing down
Langham Pkce because nostalgia cannot bear to see the blackened
shell of what now shines in retrospect as the most glorious concert-
hall in London.)
". . . The music started with a goblin walking quietly over the
universe from end to end. Others followed him. They were not
ive creatures; it was that that made them so terrible to
They merely observed in passing that there was no such
w as splendour or heroism in die world. After the interlude
of elephants dancing, they returned and made the observation for
the second time ., . Panic and emptiness! Panic and emptiness!
The goblins were right,
"... For, as if things were going too far, Beethoven took hold
of the goblins and made them do what he wanted. He appeared
in person. He gave them a little,push, and they began to walk
in major key instead of in a minor, and then—he blew with his
mouth and they were scattered! Gusts of splendour, gods and demi-
gods contending with vast swords, colour and fragrance broadcast
on the field of batde, magnificent glory, magnificent death!
**. . . And the goblins—they had not really been there at all?
They were only the phantoms of cowardice and unbelief? One
healthy human impulse would dispel them ? Men like the Wilcoxes
and President Roosevelt would say yes. Beethoven knew better*
The goblins really had been there. They might return—and they
did. It was as if the splendour of life might boil over and waste
to steam and froth. In its dissolution one heard the terrible,
ominous note, and a goblin, with increased malignity, walked
quietly over the universe from end to end. Panic and emptiness!
Panic and emptiness! Even the flaming ramparts of the world
might falL
'Beethoven chose to make it all right in the end. He built the
ramparts up. He Mew with his mouth for a second time, and again
the goblins wore scattered. He brought back the gusts of splendour,
Ac heroism, the youth, the magnificence of life and of death, and,
128

